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Pompilius. "Nonsense," says the apostle of the unconscious;
"lawgivers are myths; laws are only customs slowly solidified."
A written constitution is an absurdity; there is no actual Eng-
lish Constitution, but an amorphous mass of precedents. If the
American Constitution seems to belie this theory, it is because
it merely gave an eighteenth-century mask to the living Amer-
ican mores. Some of the political traditions to which we are
most attached have no constitutional warrant; some very ex-
plicit articles in the sacred document are manifestly a dead
letter; and when our admirable Constitution was adopted by
other republics., it refused to work. You cannot "decree a city
into existence," said Joseph de Maistre. Such is not the way
of nature; a city must start by chance and grow unconsciously;
the proposed capital to be named after Washington will never
come to life. You cannot, by taking thought, manufacture a
language: every Volaplik or Esperanto is stillborn. And, in
the same line of reasoning, you cannot, by your own individual
effort, create a masterpiece. The masterpiece must pre-exist in
the collective soul. The "author" is only the instrument that
brings it to conscious life.

Against this romantic theory of obscure growth, the Individ-
ualistic conception has managed to hold its ground, and even
to recapture some important positions. Homer remains part of
"definite literature." There may have been two poets instead
of one; there are minor discrepancies within each poem; and
their text cannot claim the inerrancy of Holy Scripture. Still,
the burden of proof is on the side of Wolf and his followers.
Not because mankind has believed for so long in the existence
of an individual genius named Homer; but because internal
evidence, of a convincing nature, reveals a commanding artistic
personality. To dissolve Homer into a myth or a committee,
much stronger acid would be needed than the Wolfian school
has been able to supply.

Although the theory of unconscious growth presents itself
with a formidable apparatus of scholarship, it remains, in many
cases, a product of the romantic imagination* The evidence it